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A STUDY IN REALISM. 
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pnye y wade Ann (fathoms deep in a thrilling novelette, reads). Without hesitation, (Fathoms deeper, and musing). Lor’, ain't it lovely! Ain't it lovely! Why, 
y to fifty d She eake Mountbounder dashed madly into the blazing pile, and, spurning you can almost smell the ‘orty countiss a-burnin’ an’ a-cracklin’ in the gushly 
4 4¢ Laughty countess with his patent-leather-shod foot, called wildly on Irene, fiames | 


. XTRAORDINARY. 

_ _ ‘ Always an admirer of football, Parliamentary duties alone have hindered Poor Pa from hitherto participating in the pastime to the extent he could have 
wished, But the time is now ripe for a little relaxation. A message to the Preston North End team, offering to play them single-handed, meeting with no 
response, Papa waxed bolder and decided on tackling the United Kinydom—Iky Moses (alias The Welsher) representing Wales, and Uncle Boffin, Patrick 


Flannigan, O'Flaherty and Elder McNab the other countries. The match, which came off on Saturday last, resulted in an easy win for Papa.’—Toorsie. 
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FLESH BLOOD AND BONE. 
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THE negro «ale on the racecourse of Savannah lasted two 
days, and the rain poured in torrents all the while, Very 
few but real buyers were present, The negroes themselves 
looked very wretched, The close confinement indoors for 
a number of days and the drizzly weather began to tell on 
them. They moved about listlessly, The expression on the 
faces of all who stepped on the biock was always the same, 
and told of more anguish than is in the power of words to 
express, Blighted homes, crushed hopes, and broken hearts 
was the story to be read in their wan, anxious visages, 
Meanwhile, the rain and wind poured in at the open sides 
of the tent upon the human chattels, 

One dealer, pointing out a negress to another, said, 
“Cheap gal that, major.” “ Don't think so. They may talk 
about her being sick. She's got consumption, and the man 
that buys her'll have to be docterin’ her all the time, and 
she'll die in less than three months. T won't have anything 
to do with her; don’t want anv half-dead niggers about 
me, 

Jeflrey, cnattel No. 319, "a prime cotton hand," sold for 
1310 dollars. He was sold alone, having no wmeambrance in 
the shape of an aged parent, but he had fallen in love with 
Dorcas, chattel No. 27%, and they were betrothed. Jeffrey 
being sold, found ont his new master, and, hat in hand, 
the big tears atanding in his eves, and his voice trembling 
with emotion, he told his story. “I loves Dorcas, young 


j 
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mas’r. I loves her well and true. She says she loves me, and I 
know she docs De good Lord knows I love her better than | love 
anyone in de wide world. Please buy Dorcas, mas'r, We'll be 
good servants to you as long as we live. We'll be married right 
young mas'r, and the chillurn will be healthy and strong, 
mias'r. and dey'll be good servants too, mas’r.” 

Jeflrey's master told him to bring Dorcas out, carefully examined 
her, and growled ina low voice, * The gal has good p'ints,” 

Dorcas had to be sold next day, andalong and anxious time had 
to be got through, Then came crushing news, Dorcas was not to 
he sold alone, but witha family of four others, Full of dismay, 
Jettrey looked at his master, who shook his head. Jeffrey read his 
doom and turned away, the tears streaming down his honest face. 
ho Dorcas was sold, and her life of toil was to be spent in the 
cotton fields of South Carolina, while Jeffreys went to the rice 
plantations of the Great Swamp, Jeffrey approached his master, 
pulled off his hat, and said: “Uke very much obliged, mas'y, to 
you for tryin’ to help me. | knows you would have done if you 
could. Thank you—but—it's berry hard.” 

And here the poor fellow broke down entirely and walked away, 
covering his face with his battered hat and sobbing like a child. 

At this sale relations were sold together, and not separated ; but 
there was nothing to prevent their being separated by their next 
masters, These slaves had hitherto been treated with kindness, 
but kindness was not the rule, Here are sonce extracts from 
American newspapers, of which scores, each telling its own story 
of torture, were to be found every week : 

“Ran away, the negro Manuel, Much marked with irons,” 

“Committed to jail, a man who calls his name John, He has a 
clog of iron on his right foot, which will weigh four or five 
pounda,” 

“ Detained at the police jail, the negro wench Myra. Has several 
marks of lashing, and has irons on her feet.” 

“ Kan away,a negro woman and two children. A few days before 
she went off { burnt her witha hot iron on the left side of her face. 
1 tried to make the letter M.” 

“jlan away, a negro man named Henry. Iis left eye out, some 
scars from adirk on and under left arm, and much scarred with 
the whip.” 

ee Sas wanired dollara reward for a negro fellow, Pompey, forty 
years old. He is branded on the left jaw.” 

i ms ‘ommitted to jail, a negro man, He has no toes on the left 
ont”, 

“Ran away, a negro woman named Rachel, Has lost all her toes 
except the large one.” . 

“ Ran away, a negro girl called Mary. Has asmall scar over her 
eye; a good many teeth mi-sing. The letter A is branded on 
her cheek and forehead.” 

“Ran away, a negro named Arthur. Has a considerable scar 
across the breast and each arm, made bya knife, Loves to talk of 
the goodness of God.” 

. . . e * e 
OME NOOS, 

Ant iggin av lai the gost the kimmis round the korner e sai 
billium wil av to av the bac off iss ed trepan e aint a lucki boi. 
(Next week,“ A Strange Dream.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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Cd Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Quite admissible, M188 FREWIN. Thanks for cutting, FN. G. 
Printer's error, LC, DARKETH ; Jt, of course, should hare been 


“we Your affair entirely, RONALD: How can we assist you 
there? Such devotion, CONSTANTINE, ts, We admit, extremely 
rare, Utter bash, of course, PAILANDER ; You were right to come 


away. It's so long ago, ALONZO, That it's difficult to say. Very 
sorry, ARTHUR STRANGWELL, That we can't accept your screed, 
hie, for shame, A COUNTRY COUSIN! We're surprised at you, in- 
deed! It is difficult, ACRITIC, Such anerror to avoid, Try again, 
then, DISAPPOINTED, No, we haven't, WALTER LLOYD. Sketch 
will be returned, AN ARTIST, Jf you send a stamp aswell, Pro- 
bably you may INQUIRER, Jiut it's difficult ta tell, County Court 
him then, A Wipow ; Ife is clearly in your debt, That's the sort 
of hero, BODGER, ALLY hasn't heard of yet. 
—_—-— 
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Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(lailway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
Stoper'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the: Accident, “ALLY SLOPER'’8 HAL¥- HOLIDAY” 1s 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
=~ 
Jones, Hullo, Smith! how are you? How are you getting on 
with your tobacco shop?) Think you will be able to make a living 
out of it? 
Smith (dismally). 1 may do so out of it, but I shall never be 
able to in it, 7 


Swellington, Waw—what a perfectly awful name ALLY SLOPER 
is! Quite disgusting, doncherthink ? 
Me Nab, Hoot, mon! It's a vara good name at the bottom of a 
cheque, and looks vara well indeed, 
7. 


s 
Tuk cockroach isa thing of hate 
To every thrifty dame ; 
He has no business on your plate— 
Lut he gets there just the same, 


s 
Muffins, Do you think that the penalty of penal servitude is 
enflicient to rid us of burglaries? 
Tuffins, 1 dou't know, dear boy, but there's one thing very cer 
tain—it rids us of the burglars, + 


Young Sharpshins, 1 say, dad, when a fellow goes in fora spin 
ona bicyele, what does he spin? 
Old Sharpshins, A cord, my son. 
Young Sharpshins, Acord! How?) What? 
Old Sharpshins, A re-cord is what he tries to make. qi!" 
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FASHION FANCIES.—-By Miss Sloper. 


No. 461.—-The “ Rassian " Costume. 


“Rough weather, isn't it?” “Wongh! 
T fevel—aw—as if Td been having a set- 
t with a Whitechapel one, bai Jove ! 


AFTER A GOOD DINNER. 
The smile of happy contentment, 


Sister. Is it wicked to sng this song on Sunday ? 
Brother, It's wicked for you vo sing any day. 
Suster, Why ? 

Ltrother, Because it makes people swear. 


FORCE OF HABIT 
Knowing the original as we do, 
we are not surprised to hear thata 
bust of the Eminent wasseen a few 
days ago to “ Wink the other eve.” 
(4.4.—At a young lady, 


ZOO-ILLCGICAL STUDIES. 
Che Piguana, fonnd in tropical climates. 
chietly during attacks of the D.T.'s. 
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(Saturday, February 25, 1893. 


Young Husband. You might try this new song over for me, dear; 
I want to be able to sing it at the Robinsons’ on Thursday. _ 

Young Wife. Oh, Charley, you must really excuse me to-night! 
I've been out all day, and I'm so tired. 

Young Husband, Never mind, love! Perhaps, after all, I can 
manage to pitch out the air with one finger. 

Young Wife (hurriedly), Stay a moment, Charley, for goodness 
sake! After all 1 don't feel so rery tired now; L think I shall be 
able to manage it. ee 

* 


“Yes,” said Bragger,as he stretched his legs half way across the 
club smoking-room, and wallowed in the to him peculiar delight 
of puffing his cigar and himself, “yes, there was a time when I 
could sign my name to a cheque for four figures.” “That may or 
may not be,” observed Nagger, “but what brought about the 
trouble was your signing another fellow’s name to one.” And the 
eubsequent silence might have been cut with a cleaver. 

ds 
* 
IT riles the very meanest man 
Of whom we've yet heard mention, 
To be obliged at times to gire 
Some person his attention, 


Fustiman's Uncle (with sympathy). I'm very sorry, my dear, to 
hear such bad accounts of him. The fact is, if he goes on as he is 
doing, he will soon be homeless. 

Fastiman's Wife (between her sobs), Oh, that is impossible! He 
couldn't possibly be home less than he is now, 

o.8 


s 
Whacker. Nasty, dangerous things, those duels they indulge in 
in France! 
Packer, Indeed! 1 understood they were generally bloodlesa, 
Whacker. You never know, I've just been reading of one where 
one of the men became go nervous that his hand shook and he shot 
the doctor. id 


“No," said the fair girl, meditatively, “George does not write 
exactly what 1 should call an ideal love-letter. He's delightfully 
sentimental, you know, and he’s got a splendid atock of endearing 
epithets, but he words his letters so precious artful, | don’t believe 
any jury would give me a verdict on ‘em if | ever have to bring 
him into court.” ss 
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Sweet Little Thing. Oh, yes, Mr. Penleigh! we always take in 
your paper at home. | don't know what my sister and | should do 
without it. 

Young Editor (much flattered), I'm sure, Miss Ethel, it’s—er—it's 
very kind of you to say so, 

Sweet Little Thing. Oh, not at all! We all say it’s the best and 

oftest paper for curling the hair we've ever known. 
ee ( Young Editor collapses, 
= 


Riffing, It's all very well to talk, you know, but I don’t think 
our English fighting men are as bad as some people try and make 
them out to be. 

Raffins. Lor’ bless me, no! They might be a lot worse. There's 
certainly a lower depth atill. Why, they might be “ patrons of the 
ring.” ws 

= 


Young Philosopher (anxious to investigate natural philosophy). 
Now Just tell me, Miss Dearlove, do you think you could love 
anybody. 

Miss Dearlove (interrupting). Not anybody, Mr, Filow, but you. 

[And another poor victim was added to the list of benedicts. 
ss 


s 
CRIED an artless young thing of Lan-ark, 
ee Ey orays hardly my mark, 
But the ravishing bliss 
Of an old-fashioned kiss 
To be relished—must be in the dark !" 
* 


Bachelor, V've noticed you've given up smoking cigars since 
your marriage, old fellow, 

Benedict (gloomily), Yes; been obliged to, worse luck, 

; Hackeler: Vhy, what's the matter, old man?) Wife object to it 

eh 

Benedict, Well, not exactly. You see she smokes such expen- 
sive weeds herself that I've had to take to a pipe. Can't afford to 
burn the candle at both ends, you know. 

ss 


s 
FLORA MONTMORENCY is a domesticated girl, althongh she does 
take her stand in the front row at the Variety. Why, only lust 
week | saw her hanging out the tablecloths to dry in the back 
yard, And then the envious epirit came on, and Constance Fitz- 
james Howard, with a haughty eneer remarked, “ Yes ; and the 
wind was high, and them tablecloths took such a lot of rouge off 
her bally cheeks that in ten minutes we took them all for new 
dyed crimson curtains.” Ah! why is woman go unjust to her sex! 

Ld 
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Mr. Smith (bachelor). Wow do you account for the fact that 
there are so many more married men than single ones at church, 
especially in the evening? 

Mr, Joncs (married), Because a single man can have a couple of 
hours’ peace and quietness at home, but the married man has to go 
to church for it. ee 

s 


“WILL you take kale, Mr. Neucombe?” asked the boarding- 
louse proprietress, as she lifted the cover of the dish and _ pre- 
pared to help the latest arrival to a little of the winter vegetable. 
“ Kr—thanks,” he responded, nervously ; “fact is, I never take 
beer, but I'd like a little lemonade, if you don’t mind.” 

ss 
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Snipper, Know young Smith, don't you? 

Snapper. What, the fellow who emigrated to New Zealand the 
year before last? 

Snipper, Yes ; he’s coming home again. Been most successful in 
cultivating, 

Snapper, Has he, though! What did he go in for? 

Snipper (making a bolt of it), Beard and whiskers, you idiot, 

sf 


s 
“What did you think ot Gasser's speech in the House last 
night?” “It reminded me of a house of cards.” “ How's that?” 
“Why it was simply one story piled on another, any one of which 
was upset at a breath and then the whole structure collapsed.” 


WHEN writhing from the anguish of 
Some aching, hollow tooth, 

How keenly do we oft regret 
The hardbake munched in youth 


* 
oe ScENE—Poozington's Rooms, 

Visitor (picking up album). Hullo, Boozington, old man, what's 
all this—newspaper cuttings, eh? 

Boozington (proudly), Ah, my boy, be careful with that book. 
those are my press notices, 

Visitor, Press notices! why, what do yon mean? I never knew 
you ever performed in public. What was it, old man—acting, sing: 

ng, reciting—— 

Boozington (with intense scorn), Bah! nothing of the gort; 
those are cuttings from the police-court reports, showing how 
many times I've been convicted. 

7 
* 

THERE is no knowing wnat excuse some girls will make to 
prove that they are not growing too obese. Thirteen stone Char- 
otte Anne said, the other day, when she registered twelve stone 
on the automatic machine, that it was all owing to the lead plugs 
that she had in the rim of her skirt to make it fall graceful like. 
That girl wonld make her fortune as a Bankruptcy solicitor. 
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Saturday, February 25, 1893.) 
TOOTSIE AND FAIR ROSAMUND. 
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“A story is told of a certain Fair Rosamond,” says Gilbert 
Abbott A'Beckett, in one of his instructive works; “and though 
there is no doubt of 
its being a story from 
beginning to end, it is 
impossible to pasa it 
over in an English 
History. Henry II., 
it is alleged, was en- 
amoured of a certain 
Miss Clifford—if she 
can be called a cer- 
tain Miss Clifford— 
who was really a 
very doubtful char- 
acter. She had been 
the daughter of a 
baron on the banks of 
the Wye, when, with- 
out a why or a where- 
fore, the King took 
her away, and trans- 
planted the Flower 
of Hereford, as she 
well deserved to be 
called, to the Bower 
' of Woodstock, Round 
this bower he con- 
structed a labyrinth, 
something like the 
maze at Rosherville; 
and as there was no 
man stationed at an 
elevation inthe centre 
to direct thesovereign 
witha pole which way 
to go, norexclaim, ‘ Right, if you please,’ ‘ Straight on,’ ‘ You're right 
now, sir,’ ‘Left,’ ‘Right again,’ etc., his Majesty had adopted the. plan 
of dragging one of Rosamond’s reels of silk along with him when 
he left the spot, eo that it formed a guide to him on his way back. 
The tale of the silk is indeed a most precious piece of entanglement ; 
but it was perhaps necessary for the wition Bp of the story, 
While we cannot receive it as a part of the thread of history, we 
accept it as a means of accounting fur Eleanor having got a clue to 
the retreat of Kosamond. The Queen hearing of the silk, resolved 
naturally enough to unravel it. She accordingly started for Wood- 
stock one afternoon, and suspecting something wrong, took a large 
bow! of poison in one hand, and a stout dagger in the other. 
Having found Fair Rosamond, she held the poignard to the heart, 
and the bowl to the lips of that unfortunate young person, who, it 
is suid, preferred the black draught to the steel medicine.” 

The late poet laureate, as he has proved upon several occasions, 
did not shine very brightly as 0 dramatist, aud his plays, like those 
of LordByron, 
were written 
to read, but 
not to act. 
The reader, 
however, must 
understand 
that, with the 
managerial 
genius of 
Henry Irving, 
Becket has 
been madeinto 
a thoroughly 
entertaining 
piece, full of 
artistic beau- 
ties and stirr- 
ing scenes. 

As Becket, 
Irving is seen 
at his best, 
and the op- 
portunities 
afforded by 
the part of 
Rosamund are 
powerfully 
yrasped, in the 
Qresh bid Fair Rosamund; ELLEN TERRY, 
traces her to her hiding-place in the bower. This, played by 
Ellen Terry and Genevieve Ward, will delight you, I am sure. 

Genevieve, by the way, has plenty to do, and does it all effectively. 

Although the cast is a very long one, others are able to show to 
ureat advantage. Terriss, for instance, is a capital King, looking 
awfully handsome and high-spirited, and making love in the very 
hicest way imaginable, 

Although she has nota large part, Kate Phillips is very bright 
and charming as Margery, Rosamund’s maid, and sings a song 
which is loudly applauded ; and little Leo Byrne, as Rosamund’s 
son, Geoffrey, plays with much good taste. 

Frank Cooper, as the bad man of the piece, Fitzurse, does well. 
Mr. Beaumont makes a striking figure of Roger of York. 

The scenery is very good, Rosamund’s bower, by Hawes Craven 
being a delightful picture, while other excellent work is contributed 
by Telbin and Harker. 

, ‘\ very impressive and cleverly executed scene is the last, wherein 
Becket faces death in the Cathedral, after rejecting the hasty 
counsels of flight 
offered to him’ by 
his terrified atten- 
dants. His mur- 
derers rush on him; 
he is just able, with 
one flash of his old 
martial spirit, to 
hurl Fitzurse to the 
ground, when the 
others dispatch him, 
and as he lies in the 
deserted church, 
Rosamund is seen, in 
the glare of the vivid 
lightning, lamenting 
over the body of the 
man who ever had 
sought to guard and 
shelter her with 
tender pity. 

Whatever you do, 
don't miss the thun- 
derstorm in the last 
wt; but as you 
won't go away until 
the fall of the cur- 
tain, you are not 
likely to do this, 
They serve you up 
the real proper 
thing in thunder- 
storms at the Ly- 
manutre ae ceum. They may be 
iitake ch in Germany for what 1 know; but there's no 

G € ; out those thunderstorms—they are real ones. 

roand see Lecket, You will be delighted, 


Thomas Becket; HENRY IRVING. 


Henry H1.; W, TERRISS, 


Sate 
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THE TEMPERANCE MOVEMENT. 

He was the squire of the parish, and he went incontinently mad 
on the temperance question, and converted, or rather, let us say, 
perverted, his principal tenants to his way of thinking. 

“ Giles,” he said, loftily, to the aged villager who gained a pre- 
carious existence by posing as the oldest inhabitant, “strong drink 
was never a temptation to me, J gave it up for the sake of offer- 
ing an example to my weaker brethren.” 

* Well, squoire,” replied Giles, “strong drink wasn't never noa 
temptation to mea, neather; but that there example business, it 
don’t seem to woork somehow in moi fan‘ly. There's moi sons, 
now. Tha're drunkener thun iver. Tha used to git thur own share, 
and tha got more nor euull thin ; but noo tha git moin too, and— 
oh, loor, ‘ere tha be!” 

And when that teetotal squire had been chivvied up his own 
avenue by two athletic young clodhoppers in an acute state of 
jim-jams, he came to the conclusion that to take up the temperance 
question, with a view to intluencing the lives of others, was a frost 
of the most frigidly, eucumberish description, 


ee 


SLOPER’S MOTIVES AGAIN MISUNDERSTOOD. 

SLOPER said that he was indeed glad to hear that there was 
going to be a new good coinage, and that if he had devoted hia 
mind to it, he would have become Master of the Mint, and would 
have knocked all the other crowd into smithereens ; and then the 
cruelty of it, McGooseley came in as usual, as he thoughtfully 
remarked that the double-breasted old humbug would have passed 
the whole of his time in trying to invent the best form of a two- 
headed tossing ha'penny and the most accurate development of 
the Hanover Jacks, There were no more drinks that journey ! 


——_—>—- -— 


A CORONER’S JURY. 

A MATTER-OF-FACT person from London would have called it 
the most commonplace coroner's inquest in the world, but inquests 
were not of daily occurrence in Bullocksmithy, and Mr. Brisket, 
the butcher, and Mr. Bungwot, the little brewer, both of whom 
were serving on the jury, felt rather huffed at the business-like way 
in which the coroner sought to dispose of the matter, 6o they 
asked that the twelve good men and true might retire to consider 
their verdict. 

“ What we've got to consider is,” said Mr. Brisket, when they were 
at last locked out in the coach-house, “facts—simple facta, not 
medical theories. Now, this body was fished out of the river, 
wasn't it?” 

“Cert’nly. But that mayn't explain everything. Jest look at 
that there big ‘ole at the back o° the 'ead.” 

“ Jes’ so; that’s what I'm comin’ to. Now, you don’t need no 
medical knowledze to know that a big ‘ole like that would let ina 
good deal o' water, wouldn't it?” 

“Certainly. A couple o’ pints, at the least.” 

“Very well, then, the thing's clear enough, It’s all tommy-rot 
for this yere corryner to say, ‘'Sphyxia, caused by droundin.’ It’s 
nothink o’ the sort. The pore fellow died of water on the brain,” 

Verdict accordingly. 


THE FAVOURITE SITTER. 

On, the dame gallinaceous she sits on her eggs, 
And the dicky-bird sits on the tree: 

Oh, the maker of trousers he crosses his legs, 
And adown on the floor sitteth he. 

Oh, the lovers they sit on the sofa, and spoon, 
And your ma-in-law sits at your board : 

Oh, the housewife sits up till the set of the moon, 
Then she sits on her night-raking lord. 

Oh, the nurse sits caressing her “ bloke" on a log, 
While the child in the * p'ram” sits and aqueals : 

Oh, Sir Toby McFolland’s a cute little dog— 
You should see him sit up for his meals ! 

Oh, your dainty tight-lacer sits squeezing her stays, 
And your masher sits moaning his debts : 

Oh, your beldams of ninety sit smoking short clays, 
And your belles of nineteen cigarettes. 

Oh, the coroner sits on a body that’s dead, 
In a ditch sits the huntsman who's thrown : 

Oh, the footballer sits on some other chap’s head, 
Save at times when he sits on his own. 

But the sitter whose sorrows you find all the wits 
And the humorists revelling in, 

Is the man who emits a loud oath as he sits 
On the dear old delicious bent pin, 


MUSIC IS SWEET—SOMETIMES. 

THERE is always plenty of music in Sloper Hall. Still, the 
appliances are not always of the most ex pensive character, although 
the very best may be made of them. When McGooseley dropped 
in the other day, he said, “ You don’t mean to say that they love 
been jugginses enough to trust the Old Man with an American 
organ on the hire system?" He was out that journey. Thesweet 
sounds produced “ Only a Rose” from the treble played by Alex- 
andry with a bit of tissue paper and a tooth-comb, accompanied by 
the Bass of ALLY’S snoring while he lay on the hearthrug after 
having come home from a good afternoon at the Blue Pig! 


—— 


A DOMESTIC TRAGEDY IN SHORT SENTENCES. 

SHE is married. Her husband adores her. She adores him, but 
he’s jealous—jealous toa sickening degree. Othello was a kid 
to him. And, great Moses! what is this he hears?) Whilst he is 
away, checking cereal sales in Mark Lane, she is observed to 
absent herself mysteriously for several hours at a time. (Mrs, 
Hicklingminter, next door, tells him this.) Ha, ha !—not to men- 
tion ho, ho!—he will conceal himself, track the miscreant, and 
then—— He places himself in ambush. Someoue approaches. 
Hevvings, ‘tis she! He follows her. She enters a handsome 
house in Mayfair. Ha, ha! tracked ! 

Next day, more ambush—same business again—'tis her; no, 'tis 
she—followed again—Mayfair again. All doubt is atanend., She 
loves another. Strange to say, he doesn’t feel a bit better for 
making the discovery. Quite the reverse, in fact. Screwing his 
courage to the sticking-point, he waits until she has been in the 
accursed house some ten minutes, He pulls the bell, and is 
admitted by a boy in buttons, He carries a revolver in each hand, 
three bowie knives stuck in his electropathic belt, a sword cane 
under his left arm, and a knuckle-duster in his right coat-tail 
pocket. A door to the left faces him. He hears two voices, Hers 
—and another's, The door is fastened. But he weighs seventeen 
stone. The door yields to gentle pressure. Horror! She is 
seated in a chair, and a strange man is bending over her. //is 
volden whiskers positively brush her rounded cheek. It is too 

orrible! They shall die! But how? He soon decides. The 
sharp click of the revolver trigger surprises them, 

“Stay—hold hard! | Murder! Mur-r-r-der!" yells the wife. 
“That's all very fine.” he hisses back, “but, tell me, who the 
Devereux is this—MAN/” “Why, William, are you going baliny ? 
It's Muddlemolar, my dentist!" He sinks into a chair—not the 
“ operating ” one—the bends of gee cecal course down his broad 
forehead. “Why, you silly old goose,’ she continues, smilingly, 
“Tm only having two new tecth put in in plice of those aching 
old stumps, a—a—a——" He kisses the rest of the sentence from 
her rosy lips. f "4 . 

“Forgive me,” he says, “forgive me,” and she forgives him. 
And so closes this pretty little picture, with him hunting in the 
lining of his waistcoat pocket for the two guineas, her smiling 
through the pain like a chemist’s lamplight through a riverside 
fog, and Mr. Muddlemolar filing off the ends of the gold wire to 
the strains of a piano-organ outside, chirruping, “ Jes’ push—don't 
shove—but push dem clouds away!” 


THE MAN’S REVENGE. 


THE svow was thick upon the ground and the wind blew mere!- 
lessly keen when Hodgkinson's Circus literally pitched its tent 
within a waste- 
enclosure off the 
high road of 
Barnborough. 

There were five 
caravans of the 
company, some 
containing “ pro- 

erties and wild 
yeasts (with a 
good deal of the 
wildness taken 
out of them along 
with their claws 
and teeth), and 
others, costumes 
and human 
beings. 

In one of these, 
which was one 
ot as most 
draughty, lay a 
sick child. oer 
she felt the 
caravan stop and 
the jolting cease, = 
she looked - 
wearily in the 
direction of her 
young mother, 
who sat with a 
pals and anxious 
ace by her side, 
and smiled the smile of thankfulness for smait mercies—although, 
Heaven kuows, in this instance, all small mercies were compara- 
tively great. Tossed by fever, the poor little girl could well do 
without being tossed by the uneven locomotion of the caravan, 
which, with its conspicuous absence of springs and its equally con- 
spicuous presence of the draughts afore-mentioned, was scarcely 
constructed on the principle of an invalid carriage. 

It was now two hours before the evening show would commence. 

“How's the girl to-night, Nell?” asked the woman's husband, 
Robert Henderly, coming quickly and quietly into the caravan, so 
as not to disturb his sick daughter by the noise of the elements 
without, or of his own footsteps. 

“I'm afraid she’s worse, Robert,” sobbed the young wife, bending 
over the prostrate form of her little daughter. 

“Who will look after her while we are at the show to-night?” 
asked Robert, with a sigh. 

“1 can’t leave her to-night, dear. You must ask the boss to let 
us off this one performance, eveu if he stops our salaries for the 

night.” 

And Robert Tlen- 
derly went heavy- 
hearted to the owner 
of the circus to ask 
the leave he was sure 
would not be 
granted. 

“Tecan't be the loser 
by your child's illness, 
can [ 2?" was Mr. Hodg- 
kinson’s answer to 
Robert's appeal. “If 
youand your wife can't 
do the act to-night, 
then out of the show 
you go, the two of 
you!" 

The trapeze per- 
former sadly told the 
result of his interview 
with the boss to his 
wife, who said— 

“We shall have to 
do it, Robert. We 
can't afford to lose 
the job while the girt 
is like this. It's hard, 
but we must manage 
somehow.” 

That night, while a 
man and a woman 
were swinging from 
bar to bar near the roof of Hodgkinson’s Circus, a little child in her 
nightdress, and with the strength that fever gives after it has 
taken, ran in among the astonished spectators, crying wildly, 
“Mother! mother! | am frightened! Don't leave me!” aud then 
sank down upon the rough, temporary flooring. 

The woman above misses her hold and falls screaming into the 
arena. Her fall is broken a little by the edge of the net placed to pre- 
vent accidents, but shealights on the back of her head and is killed, 

Robert Henderly, with pallid cheek and eyes that beam with 
despair and raze, descends from his trapeze by a rope, and goes to 
where his pretty young wife lies dead, While he kneels sobbing 
at her side, the people go silently away, but they take with them 
the body of his little daughter, lest the sight of that, on his other 
loss, should drive him mad. 

“He must be told to-morrow,” they said. 

But Robert Henderly found out the worst ere long, and there 
were no tears in his eyes, but a wild aud terrible stare, as he walked 
from the circus to his caravan. * “ 

The next mor- - 
ning, two of the 
troupe, going to 
the caravan 
where Hodgkin- 
son slept, for 
orders, found the 
door open, what 
furniture there 
was in it upset, 
and Hodgkinson 
himself crushed 
to death on the 
floor, Suspecting, 
from the strange 
footprints on the 
floor, that the per- 
forming bear— 
which had been: 
rather savage of 
late—must have 
done the werk, 
the men went off 
to Bruin’s cage, 
which they found 
empty, the door 
apparently —hav- 
ing been opened 
from the  out- 
side, as there 
were no signs of 
it having been ; 
forced by the brute itself. Who could have let it out?) Who could 
have opened Hodgkinson's door for it, and let it in?) Whe? 
There were many who guessed, and one who knew! 
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“ Spotted two sucn awful swells in the stalls last 
night applauding me frantically. Such a sell, 
though! Discovered one was the son of our lann- 
dresa, and the other our third-floor-back lodger.” 
—Extract from Letter of Young Lady. 


“Tsee your young son has taken to smoking cigars, 
What brand does he smuke?" “ Young Monkey Brand, 
I should think 1” 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—M. PADEREWSKI. 


THE GREAT C SERPENT 


That is so much talked of and very rarely seen 


~ OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


8 mone \ 
you in time, 


Good day.” 


6° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been tnserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


No. 275.--Miss LILLy OLirros, 
“Thrice happy be who wins so fair a bride.” 
—The Dook Snook 
“Emblem of purity, beauty and grace, how aptly fair Lily is 


“A lifelong devotion is thine, dearest maid, with a smile for 


my only reward.” —The Hon, Lilly, 


A. SLOPER nappening to be in America the other day—for you know, dear friends, 
he is all over the shop ; indeed, an esteemed friend of the Eminent's, while doing the 
West Indies not so long ago, found him on the table of the charming little hotel in 
Robinson Crusoe’s Island.—(1) Good old R.C.! a pity he hadn't made the same 
discovery instead of that blessed fuotprint ; it would have been much better for his 
peace of mind. Happening to be in America, he thought he would take the opportu- 
nity of interviewing M. ’aderewski.— (2) Mentioning this to a charming American 
belle, * Oh, my! Guess he's a dear. Try and get mea lock of his hair, won't you ?"” 
she cried. A. SLOPER explained, with a touch of wounded pride, that he was not in 
the habit of playing second violin, that at home he was the pet of the fair sex, and 
wouldn't one of his do as well ?—to which the charming American belle replied that 
she hadn't the heart to rob the maids of merry England.” “1 admire your self- 
sacrification, fair lady,” said A. SLOPER, “and, as a reward, will endeavour to procure 
for you one of Paderewski's tresses, Quick ! Your scissors! Au revoir!" % © + 


——--_ 


McWABSTER TAKEN 


(3) “ And are you, indeed, the great SLOPER ?" exclaimed M. Pauerewski anon. “ And 
yet, how could I mistake those Gothic features? What can Ido for you? Do you 
wish to engage me? My terms are five hundred guineas each performance.” “A 
mere bagatelle, my dear monsoo ; dirt cheap, I may say, at the price. By the bye, 
could you oblige me with a slight specimen of your talent?" Then aside, stealthily 
producing the scissors, “ While his back is to‘ards me then can I do it pat, and the 
Rape of the Lock shall be an accomplished fact!" The great pianist appeared to 
rearlily fall into the trap, but he was too sharp for the Wreck. A contemporary says 
of him : “ Although delicate in features, he is physically strong."—— (4) A. SLOPEK 
found that to be the case. * Wretch !" cried M. Paderewski, “ I saw your object, but I 
suppose you were put on by one of the opposite sex, so I spare your life. Had they 
their will they would leave me as bald as an egg !"——(5) Did A. SLOPER return to 
the charming American belle? Why, certainly—not. Discretion is ofttimes the 
better part of valour, and so the Eminent thought in this case, 
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Swebt + Overboard: 


HERE you are again, then, good patrons, all the same old faces and a lot more new ones. 
veryone likes encouragement. and your humble servant is = Hubby's great cacesa of zeal, Compels ita victim to appeal :—It may have been a slight mistake. 


That's the sort of thing I like to see, 
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(nrew-versron) 


= Susbieious- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Bombarded by so many bills:—The lion and the kangaroo, Some wrestling and boxing du;—A 


no exception. But we will to our “muttons.”—7o honour him the club combines, And Irving with Let's hope tt was, for  abocboedgl sake, That's about all | can do for you to-day, | think, ladies 


must leave you, therefore, on the tiptoe of expectation until next 


his critics dines :—Alas! poor Lesseps, what a fate, How sad for one so truly great :—The officers and gentlemen, and 
week, Till then, good friends farewell——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


and captain brave Are drowned beneath the monster ware :—A life of care 1s Grand Old Will's, 


Curtosity Hunter (to the King of the Ketch-’em-alive-ohs). Oh, 
name - oh, name the happy day, when I shall buy that ring. 


: : TOO LIFELIKE! 
A sketch at a Fancy Dress Ball, only he couldn't get any partaers, 


A GOOD TIME COMING, BOYS! 


| NO RUBBING a 
th | ” AT COVENT GARDEN. 


ans | REO RED A / ' \ i “a Brown, there's your wife in that box 1" is ae 
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First Imp, Lor, Chorley! what a smell! What ts at? 

Second Imp. The fish, T suppose, Lost the property one, and had 
A Selfish Male looks forward to the advent of the Crinoline, because he thinks he will then be able to buy a fresh ‘un, which has turned, The first row of the stalls 
to get an outside seat on the omnibus, Loveliness can’t ascend the steps in ‘em, thank goodness has already bolted. ~ 


is 
+ 
i 
j 
; 
, 
f 
- | 
i ¢ 
' 
| | 
. ih 
f 
‘ 
a 
ir 
f 
ay 
4 
Vy 
i i) 
if 
< 
BT 
i 
| 
} ‘Ez 
i 
i 5) 
i 
i 
f 
, 
\ 


—, 


p- 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


AND, lo! there is rejoicing in costerdom, Mile End is en féte, 
and Whitechapel utterly incopable of repressing its exuberance, 
for the gentlemen immortal- 
ised by the talented Cheva- 
lier have achieved atriumph 
—a veritable triumph. They 
have routed the Holborn 
Board of Works, quashed, 
upon appeal, a magistrate’s 
conviction, and proved their 
right to retail the festive 
perriwink, the delectable 
whelk, and other articles of 
commerce, in the road which 
is Farringdon way. . 
SLOPvER and the Lord Chief 
Justice were chiefly instru- 
mental in bringing about 
this happy state of affairs, 
and the former wishes it to 
be known that tributes of 
gratitude, from a pint. of 
winks to a prime middle 
piece, may be addressed, 
carriage paid, to “The Slo- 
wries.” The Lord Chief 
Justice is not taking any just 
now, thank you, 

* 


* 

THE following is a copy 
of the receipt, signed by 
Mra. Scoble, of 4 Chaddle- 
wood Avenue, Lipson, to 
whorn we paid £150 in settle- 
ment of a claim against “ Ally Sloper’s Railway Insurance,” as 
announced iu last week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY”: “February 18, 1893. 
Received from ALLY SLOPER, the sum of one hundred ‘and fifty 
pounds, on the death of my husband, William J. Scoble, in accord- 
ance with the terms of ‘Ally Sloper's Free Railway Accident Life 
Vusurance.’ 3 (Signe d) “EMMA SCOBLE,” 

Come along here, please, just & little faster with those subscrip- 
tions, if you dent mind. The amount received on behalf of 
“ Ally’s Christmas Appeal” is getting gradually—very gradually— 
higher, but what about the sum already expended in relieving the 
pressing necessities of poverty-stricken creatures for whom it is 
collected 7 Well, it’s made a big hole in the total, but, thank 
goodness, we've still a bit in hand, and if only a few more good 
Sloperites will make up their mind to help forward the good work 
it’s a lot more misery the Eminent will alleviate before the close 
of the fund, es 

s 


THERE is a rumour abroad that a number of ladies, of limited 
means, but with assured position in Society, are about to form 
themselves into a Chaperon 
Society, and act as duennas 
to those young ladies who 
may be entrusted to their 
charge. To picnics, race- 
meetings, concerts, theatres, 
dances — almost anywhere 
will these devoted matrons 
be prepared to go in order 
to protect their fair charges 
from the dangers of inex- 

rience, prevent them 

irting with “ineligibles,” 
and, where possible, smooth 
the path toarich and bril- 
liant marriage. | 


* 

THE Member for Shoe 
Lane has this day been 
pleased to confer the “ Slo- 
per Award of Merit” upon 
the Ean or HARRINGTON, 
because he knows the Art of 
Polo, “ Feyther,” chimed in 
the Blue-Eyed Alexandry, 
“you ‘ave done the right 
thing, for the Hurl of 
‘Arrington is one of the best 
polo players in this down- 
trodden kingdom. By the 
bye, I ‘ave it upon reliable 
authority that one of the 
Noble Hurl'’s ponies is named after your mildewed self, which 
18 not only a very great compliment, but a bally good advert, forthe 
*HALF’UN.’” And A, SLOPER went out and wept to think that 
any son could speak so frankly to his father, 


> 
ESPECIALLY noticeable among the many pleasing exhibits at 
the Spring Exhibition of the Nineteenth Century Art Society at 
the Conduit Street Galleries are the seven pictures by Miss 
Nora Blythe—careful, conscientious works of an undoubtedly 
talented artist. ALLY congratulates you, Nora; you're bound to 
come to the front. +, 


Miss HELENE LUCK, who is appearing with success in Diplo- 
macy at the Garrick Theatre, possesses an amount of vivacity that 
makes her very much thought of by A. SLoper, As Alexandry 
says, “ //e-lenes towards her.” Joke purely original, All rights 
reserved, s¢ 

* 


ALTHOUGH the lot of the Trafalgar Square Theatre has hitherto 
been cast on troubled waters, it seems that the clouds have now 
dispersed, and 
that the sun- 
light of success 
is at last shin- 
ing down upon 
what is un- 
doubtedly one 
of the prettiest 
and cosiest 
little theatres 
in London, 
The County 
Councillor isa 
piece which 
ought to ime. 
prove the for- 
tunes of any 
house where 
other plays 
have failed. 
That it is doing 
so in the pre- 
sent instance is 
beyond = ques- 
tion,and Yorke 
crepes and 
E. W. Garden, 
ably assisted by 
Cyril Maude, 
Fanny Brough, 
Helen Leyton, 
and several other well-known artistes, are to be congratulated on 
the success of their venture. : 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A. SLorEr, and a lot of other celebrities were present (by invi- 
tation) at the Empire early this week, to witness the marvellous 


feats of the world-famed Sylvester Schaffer 
Troupe, who have just been added to the 
attractive programme at this ever popular 
mince of varieties. The Empire is a great 
Institution, the seats are luxurious, the drinks 
wonderfully compounded, the turns so 
amusing, and the ballet-—well, words always 
fail A. SLOPER when he tries to describe an 
Empire ballet. They are among those sorts 
of things that must be seen, 


« 

THE Complimentary Benefit, which took 
lace on February 13th, at the Chain Pier 
testaurant, Brighton, on behalf of the 
Royal Sloper. Minstrels, brought oof into 
the pockets of those Four Old Favourites, 
ALLY drains a cup of “Unsweetened” to 
wish them good luck for many years to 
come, *,* 


FreD HARVEY, who is amusing the public 
nightly at the West End halls, says he shall 
remain in town until 1897, We are glad to 
hear it. It's just as well to know where a 
pal is to be found a year or so ahead. e 
get awfully hard up Shoe Lane way some- 
times, Freddy. *,° 


IN consequence of a little domestic diffi- 
culty, not entirely unconnected with the un- 
welcome arrival of a seedy stranger, who 
insists upon smoking a clay pipe in the oh 
drawing-room, Mrs, Sloper's political reception is indetiuitely post- 
poued, *,* 


THE systematic omission by the Press of A. SLOPER's name from 
the Parliamentary Reports, is causing much relief in political 
circles. oe 


“To err it is but human; to forgive it is divine,” quoth William 
Ewart Gladstone ; when absentmindedly, and in the midst of the 
G.O.M.'s speech on the Home Rule Bill, A. SLOPER added to the 
venial Premier's glass of egg-flip the contents of his Unsweetened 
vottle. But when Sir William Harcourt, by the medium of his best 
kicking foot, assisted the Ancient One out of the House, the latter 
began to wonder whether there was not ¢vo much humanity in 
some people, especially about the feet, 

7 * 
* 


GREAT minds can sympathise one with another, and A, SLOPER 
sincerely regrets the fate that has befallen De Lesseps in his old 
age, Possessing, as he did, 
abilities above the common 
or garden order, the whole 
civilised world has times be- 
youd number paid tribute 
to his greatness, and one 
cannot help feeling that 
French justice has been 
harsh in so severely punish- 
ing a man who has rendered 
to France such distinguished 
service, Justice should 
always be tempered with 
mercy, but in this case 
mercy seems to have only 
been conspicuous by her 
absence, All England joins 
with SLOPER in hoping that 
the French Government will 
reconsider their position and 
grant to Ferdinand De Les- 
seps a free pardon. 


SUEZ CANAL 
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Visitors to Antwerp 
should run in and see Sam 
Craven, the gay and festive 
cuss who keeps Ally Sloper’s 
Hotel, situate at 7 Rue Lon- 
don, It is a large corner 
house, and stands ina 
prominent position on the 
Jocks At the recent Car- 
nival, Sam gavotted around as the F.O.M., thereby making the 
natives sit up on their hind legs. This is extremely gratifying to 
A. SLOPER, and the Moth-eaten One will watch Samivel with a 
fatherly eye in future, ¢ 


BECAUSE some observant surgeon has noticed that performers on 
wind instruments generally have a A in their cheeks, Luveliness 
is giving itself incipient mumps by blowing the cornet aud other 
ear-torturing instruments, +," 


Now that the judges have decided in the case of Penn v, Alex- 
ander that a man who has travelled three miles on a Sunday is not 
entitled to be served during prohibited hours as a bend fide traveller 
unless he has been travelling with some other object than merely 
obtaining drink, ALLY would strongly recommend publicans all 
over the country to become weekly subscribers to the “ HALF- 
HouiDay,” so that, in similar cases, their customers can say truly 
they just trotted over to havea look at the best literary penny- 
worth iu the world. *,* 


ALTHOUGH business at the theatres is not as brisk as it should 
be, the contrary is the case as regards the music-halls, and smiles 
of contentment and hapnens illumi- 
nate the countenances of the managers 
of the same; in fact, Sam Adams, of the 
Trocadero, has been heard to chuckle 
audibly. And that he has cause to do 
80 everyone who has paid a visit to his 
hall lately will readily admit. Every- 
thing here seems of the Al, Copper 
Bottom order, and crowded houses 
nightly are naturally the result. Chas, 
Coborp, the Craggs, R. G. Knowles, 
Albert Christian and Peggy Pryde are 
only a few samples of what is doubtless 
an excellent programme. 


* 

FRANK Lispon, of Livermore Bros.’ 
Court Minstrels, is awfully funny in a 
Skating Sketch, iv which he appears 
nade upas ALLY. When Frank comes 
down an extra hard bump, they allude 
tu it as the Lurthynake of Lisbon, 

* 


* 

Mr. P. C. Peeves, the ever genial 
paper-maker of Queen Victoria Street, 
finds time to do his bit of Brighton. 
When he’s down there, ALLY speaks of 
him as the Peebles on the shore, 

* 


THE Oxford Music Hall is going stron 
and well, and amongst the many wel- 
come additions to the programme is a 
Wrestling Lion—a huge, handsome, 
good-natured beast named “Prince,” who reflects considerable 
credit upon his trainer, “Priuce” does not wish to be known 
as the dion comique, 


(Saturday, February 25, 1893. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 4TH MAKCH, 1893, 
—— 


26th February, 1828.—This night a tremendous water- 
spout burst near Polperro, carrying away earth and hedge by the 
violence of its stream. Where had lately appeared a Sloussine 
garden, was a bare, stony rock ; in one place the violent rush of 
waters made a aor hole apparently in the rock. The same water- 
spout discharged its contents in some parts of the parishes of 
St. Cleer and St. Neots, when the inhabitants of the farmhouses 
had hardly time to take refuge in their attic stories before the 
lower parts of their houses were completely inundated to the depth 
of six or seven feet; and the furniture was seen floating about in 
all directions. Happily none of the houses suffered by this deluge, 
Ina field near Burnt House, in one of these parishes, the earth was 
completely washed away, and the hedge iy very strong one) 
aurried to a great distance, where it was found entire and upright, 
as originally formed, in the place to which it was conveyed. 


~ 27th February, 1866.—John Clayton made his first London 
appearance this day as Hastings in She Stoops to Conquer. 


28th February, 1637-8.—Sir Robert Aytoun, a worthy 
knight and t, who died in the Palace of Whitehall, and is 
entered in the Register of Westminster under this date. The 
following sonnet from his pen will interest those who collect 
effusions on the“ nasty weed”: 
“ Forsaken of all comforts but these two, 
My faggot and my pipe, I sit and muse 
On all my crosses, and almost accuse 
The Heav'ns for dealing with me as they do. 
Then Hope steps in, and, with a smiling brow, 
Such cheerful expectations doth infuse, 
As makes me think ere long I cannot choose 
But be some grandee, whatsoe'er I'm now. 
But having spent my pipe, I then perceive 
That hopes and dreams are consins—both deceive, 
Then mark I this conclusion in my mind, 
It's all one thing—both tend into one scope- 
To live upon Tobacco and on Hope. 
The one’s but smoke, the other is but wind.” 


1st March, 1847.—Of Lamartine, whose famous history of th 

Girondists is dated this day, Méry says that the first cry of “ Vive la 
République!" had been uttered by M, de Lamartine; that early 
in the morning the poet had paid a visit to the Duchesse 
d'Orléans to assure her of his devotion to her cause, But you must 
remember that Lamartine was always hard up, and closely pursucd 
by duns. A revolution with the prospect of becoming President 
et the Republic was the only means of staving off his creditors, 
He clutched at it as a last resource. : 


2nd March, 1845.— Miss Linwood, whose exhibition of 
needlework was on view in Saville House, Leicester tb oapa from 
1800 to 1845, died this day, aged ninety, of influenza. The gem of 
her collection, Salvator Mundi, for which £3000 had been refused, 
she bequeathed to the Queen. 


3rd March, 1674.—By a will of this date, John Langley left 
his farm of Black-kettle, of 243 acres, to his son John, “commoniy 
called Stubborn Jack, provided he marries a Protestant woman, but 
not Alice Kendrick, who called me Oliver's Whelp. My new buck- 
skin breeches and my silver tobacco-stopper I give to my comrade, 
Richard Richards, My body shall be put in my coftin in the brown- 
room, and fifty Irishmen shall be invited tomy wake, and everyone 
shall have two quarts of the best aqua vita, and each one a skein, 
dirk, or knife laid before him, and when their liquor is out, nail me 
up and commit me to the earth whence I came.” When asked his 
reason for this, he said, “ They will Fc so drunk at my wake they 
will kill one another, and so we shall get rid of some of the breed,” 
But Stubborn Jack did not comply with this part of the will. 


4th March, 1421.—This day the tenants of Sir Kdward 
Chariton, Lord of Powis, executed at Shrewsbury letters of release 
and satisfaction, as “takers of Sir John Oldcastle, that was mis- 
pe unbuxom to the lawof God and traitor convict tothe 
ing. 


DISILLUSIONED. 


HE had only seen his sweetest 
When attired in all the neatest 
And most ravishing of toilets that her wardrobe could command , 
With her eyebrows marked precisely, 
And the powder put on nicely, 
No wonder that he loved her—was a suitor for her hand. 


But, alas! her hopes were blighted, 
For he fled amazed, affrighted, 
At the figure she presented in her négligé array ; 
For he called when unexpected, 
And his darling he detected 
With her hair done up iu papers, and her powder washed away. 


——— 


IN “THE SERVICE.” 


HE had always been something of a mystery to them, and he did 
not deny that his wealth had only recently reached him by the 
demise of a grubbing uncle; but stiil, romance is romance, and 
courting isn’t courting without a little of it. 

“ My ideal of a man,” said the fair-haired beauty, who had pro- 
bably got her knowledge-box inflamed by reading the disquieting 
rumours in regard to Egypt in the Star, “is one who has served 
his Queen nobly, who has risked life and limb in the service of his 
country.” 

“T am delighted to realise your ideal, my pet,” he gurgled, halt 
modestly, half ashamed ; and she went on: 

“Tell me something «bout one of your engagements. Did you 
flash your gleaming sword in the Eastern sunlight, and descend in 
a whirlwind of dust and sand upon the flying foe?” 

“ Well—er—it wasn't exactly a sword—er——” 

“No, no—you call them cutlasses, I think. And your uniform— 
tell me, what was it?) Was it the blue of the gallant Horse, or the 
brave scarlet and gold of the glorious Guards—why don't you tell 
ue, Algernon?” 

But Algernon said it was too long astory to commence then: 
he'd tell her all about the service he'd seen when he came to tea on 
Sunday ; for Algernon felt that he was getting out of his depth, and 
that a description just then of the measly armlet of a third-class 
constable, and the “gleaming sword,” which more resembled a 
painted apology fora rolling-pin, would have been too brutal an 
awakening for her frail youug fancy to cope with, 


——— 


A QUERY FOR QUEENSBERRY. 


THE Marquis of Queensberry has said in effect that a man ought 
not to have to travel through this vale of tears with but one wife, 
Byron, who published Aés lecture some time before the Marquis 
went lo press, asked someone—presumably a sort of Civil Service 
Matrimonial Supply Stores—to “give ‘him’ a wife for all my 
mouds.”” A, SLOPER, looking at it from his own point of view—- 
ée., that of a newspaper man—sees the possibility of much trouble 
ahead in the event of the idea being adopted. For instance, he 
himself boasts of 169 distinct and different moods, Well, supposing 
just as he was “yetting out” his peerless publication a telegram 
came iu—an item of late pbews—from the Press Association, to the 
eflect that + ate last night an unknown woman was found 
drowned in the Serpentine. No clue to the identity of the unfor- 
tunate creature can be found,” wouldn't it look silly to have to 
make the announcement in the very next Number of the “ HOLI- 
DAY": 

“We regret to learn that the unknown woman, who was found 
drowned in the Serpentine last Tuesday evening, was our hundred 
and fourteenth wife, We mourn our loss.” 
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Saturday, February 25, 1893.) 
YOUR CHARACTER WHILE YOU WAIT. 


[it nas Been again stated that the character of a man is determined by 
the shape of his nose.) 


THERE'S a stir 
among the 
ReXes, 

Of high or low 
degree, 

Rea question 
that oft vexes 
Men who go 
home to their 
tea, [curious, 

For ‘tisa question 

As, of course, you 
will suppose, 

For it makes a 
man most 
furious 

If you talk 
about his nose. 


Mr his temper's of 
7’ the meekest, 
the Or right the 
‘ other way, 
Strong-minded or 
the weakest. 
‘Tis this—the savants sa 
They can tell if you are jolly, 
They can tell your joys or woes, 
Or if you're melancholy 
By the contour of your nose, 


And the more we think of it the more we confess 
Of the vast admiration of the nose of A, 8. 


—_o— 


GEORGE’S CROPPER. 

“ GrORGE, dear,” said the fair young matron, just a trifle timidly, 
“1—I don’t know whether you are able to afford it just now, but 
really, dear, there are one or two things you really ought to settle.” 

Her lord and master stopped suddenly in the dissection of his 
matutinal kipper, and looked up sharply, with an expression upon 
his countenance suggestive of having risen that morning from any- 
thing but the right side of the bed. “ What is it now, Isobel?" he 
said, rather sullenly—* bills?” 

Isobel looked a trifle hurt. “You need not be angry, George, 
dear,” she said, poutingly. “You know you must pay them——" 

hut George, dear, was evidently considerably off colour this 
bright February morning. “Don't preach, Isobel,” he said, 
irritably, “For g ness sake, do come to the point at once,” 

Isobel looked a little startled, evidently. “I'm sure I don’t know 
what you want to get cross about,” she said, a little sharply, “I 
was only going to call your attention to this—this account,” and 
she eaedl $s forth a long-shaped envelope from her ket. “It 
came last week,” she added, in answer to her husband’s,question- 
ing glance, “but I didn’t 
like to bother you with it 
until—” 

ut George interrupted 

her furiously, “Isobel,” 
he cried, “how dare you 
keep anything like this 
from me?—how dare you, 
Il say? It is shameful !— 
shameful! when you know 
the struggle I have to 
make both ends meet.” 

“But this, George, is——” (] 

“Bah, Isobel! nothing 
can excuse you. Don't, 
pray, attempt to exonerate 
yourself after such dis- 
graceful, such cruel, such 
wicked behaviour, What 
is the amount of the bill?” 

“Twenty-nine pounds, eleven.” 

“Twenty-nine pounds, eleven!” almost screamed George. 
“Twenty-ni—oh, absurd! You could not have spent it.” 

“George, you do not understand——" commenced Isobel. 

“1 understand nothing, except that you have deceived me,” was 
the furious response, “and that your mad extravagance is driving 
me faster and faster to bankruptcy, to ruin——” 

“ My mad extravagance?" 

“Yes, yourmad extravagance, madam, Do you think that I—I 
who slave away night and day to keep a roof above our heads can 
atord to support a wife who runs up a bill for such an amount? 
Do you think dream of expending such a sum upon myself? No, 
I] must go about shabby, neglected, while you fritter away every 
penny T can earn upon a dressmaker or milliner, simply to satisfy 
n foolish, selfish vanity.” And overcome by his emotions, the 
indignant George took a long draught of coffee the wrong way, 
and choked himself speechless, 

‘This was Isobel’s chance, and she took it. “George,” she said, 
before he could fully recover, “I've been trying to explain to you, 
only you would keep interrupting, that this is nothing to do with 
Ine, 08 your tatlor's bill!” 

Voor George! To resort to the classic language of the poet, 
he was fairly flummoxed, and hastily pocketing the silent proof of 
his extravagance, he fled quickly from the house, and a “ Favour- 
ite” ‘bus soon bore him far from the scene of his discomfiture. 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV."’ 
No. 87.—LETITIA VAN JEANS, 
ALL People in this Globe of 


ours 
Pail- Mall to see her run ; 

The critics Advertiser powers, 
And Chronicle her Fun. 


The brilliant Star she quite out- 
shines, 
The Sun before her blinks ; 
A Daily News-ance she opines 
The | seus who Standard- 
rinks, 


In modern Zimes she’s all the 


rage; 
In Truth, this cheery-hearted 
Young Woman, when she sought 
the Stage, 
A brand-new Fra Star-ted 


All words save Good Words she 
avoids ; 
en Little Fulks, you bet, 
May hear her, ‘“Mongst the un- 
emp-Lloyds 
She'll ne'er her name Gazette. 
Each Jteferee, who on her lays 
Ad-Judy-cates, you'll find, 
Will Zele. Graphic tale, to 


praise 
This Leader of her kind, 


And 80, with what Dispatch yc 
may 
(If Pastime sweet ye'd taste), 
Go, Chums, and get * HALF-HOLIDAY,” 
And seek the “ Friv,” J’vst-haste, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—~—— 


2 Fen Court, FENCHURCH STREET, E.C., February 14, 1898. 
DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—A brother F.O.8., Mr, Leonard Middleton, 
has just handed me on your behalf the handsomely framed diploma, 
illustrating sundry incidents in your varied career, for which many 
thanks. The one for King Lo Bengula I will personally present to 
him, as I am returning shortly to Matabeleland. 
“Though loth to leave, I go with hopes untold 

Again to sunny realms of black and gold, 

Where, in his kraal, made bold by Kaffir beer, 

The Matabele warrior shakes his spear ; 

While we who watch him, free from fear of duns, 

Smoke pipes of peace, but prime our Greener guns.” 
I must choose my own time, however, for the presentation, for you 
must understand that the appreciation by the Matabele mind of a 
delicately conveyed compliment cannot be accurately gauged by 
modern notions, 1 shall, therefore, take the opportunity of giving 
Lo Bengula his diploma when the royal mind is in a sportive and 
amiable condition, which I hope to produce with the assistance of 
a case of Ruisseau Fréres’ Champagne, which I shall take with me 
for that pur, The King is all right when you know him, but 
you have to know him first, and to take him unawares might cause 
things to be lively for atime. When | have the opportunity | will 
communicate to you the result, remaining in the meantime, —vours 
faithfully, EK. RENNY-TAILYOUR, 


—_— +— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 


No. 154—HE 18s OUTWITTED BY THAT SLYBOOTS OF A 
TOOTSIE, 


1, 
It was the hour when Hesperus 
Shines bright o'er land and sea, 
And A. SLOPER had taken his little daughtér 
To bear him companee, 


If. 
To the Commons House he took his dear, 
And kindly explained to her, 
As he softly whispered in either ear, 
Who all the members were. 
“© father, I've lost my ear-rings twain! 
O say, where may they be?" 
“The cabman has found them, no doubt, and ta’en 
Them to Scotland Yard!" said he. 


Ill. 
Ile took her to look at the Kangaroo 
That boxes: and, when with fright 
Iler quivering body thrilled through and through, 
Then pressed he her hand so white. 
“O father, I’ve lost my diamond ring ! 
O say, where may it be?" 
And A. SLOPER he laughed. “ Why, you foolish thing, 
You have left it at home!” said he. 


IV. 
Te took her on Rosamund's woes to look, 
And, what time she sobbed with grief, 
He with fatherly kindness gently took 
From her pocket her handkerchief. 
“© father, I've lost my well-filled purse ! 
O say, where may it be?” 
“Some Faginese knave—may the saints him curse !— 
Must have sneaked it away from thee!” 


Vv. 

Ile took her to Short’s, and beneath the chin 
He chucked her, and said, “I'll buy 

Threepenn‘orth of port and the same of gin, 
Though a bankrupt next week I die!" 

“© father, the brooch from my neck has fled ! 
O say, where may it be?” 

Rut the devil a word ALLY SLOPER said— 
Round a corner vamoosed had he! 


Vi. 
It was the Chelsea Omnibus 
On its dreary path that ploughed ; 
And homeward alone went the Wreck’s daughtér, 
And she chortled and laughed aloud. 
“© dad, from your dodges so brazen-faced 
You're expecting a high old spree ; 
But those trinkets you'll find to be brass and paste, 
And that purse full of pins!” said she. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
CHRISTMAS APPEAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £179 1s, 24. 
SINCERE RECRIVED :-—- ALLY SLorER, Esq. F.O.M. (Weekly Donation), £1¢ 
JosKru TEMULE, P.O.S,, 1Us.; per AUTOMATIC, 48,; G. A. F., 1s; W. B. PERKIN, 
Is.; R. G., 10s.; LANCASTRIAN (Cardiff), 10s.; RENNY-TAILYOUR, £1; G, A. 
FORDHAM, Is.; W. J., F.0.8., 108. 
Making a total received up to February 14th, 1893, £183 8s. 24d. 


“THE SIMPLE PASS ON, AND ARE PUNISHED.” 


(In the Monte Carlo gambling-rooma, recently, a player, who had been 
losing heavily, suddenly became insane.) 


MEN there be who are somehow able, 
Ina placid, dispassionate, tranquil way, 
To take a seat at the gaming-table, 
And in Frenzy’s stronghold unfrenzied stay 
For a season, and dally with Luck: yet never 
Become so reasonless, witless, rash 
As to hazard more (how extreme soever 
The inducement be) than their surplus cash, 
And such as can equally win and lose 
With unruftled minds, and untroubled heads, 
We cannot condemn if at times they choose 
To trifle an hour with the blacks and reds ! 


But of human beings by far the most 

Are folks whom the whispers of Hope invite 
(As Bassanio urged), when one shaft is lost, 

To shoot “his fellow of self-same flight,” 
And, by both adventuring, both to find, 

In a word, when a passion for gambling’s gained, 
Most often it happens that body and mind 

Are for aye to the Spirit of Gambling chained, 
Chained—till the body pulsates and swerves, 
And a network of pangs are the writhing nerves, 
Chained—till the brain, that all vainly tries 
‘To cope with its anguish, succumbs and dies ! 
So we venture to tell those untutored young 
Who are tempted e’en now by the siren tongue 
Of the Spirit of Play, and her outstretched armsa,— 
There's deceit in her song, there is death in her charms ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

LATEST Bulletin: A. SLOPER, Esq., has just passed a quiet 
(k)night. We allude to the one in armour iu the ancestral hall of 
Blissville. 

Woman's Ambition Poetically Stated: New gauze and gewgawa, 

Moore raves about “the dress you wear, my Nora Creinal” 
Could it have been a Creina-line, we wonder? 

FASHION Note: Bill Sikes never wears cuffs till he finds himself 
collar-ed, The cuffs are then called handcuffs. 

WINE Measure: “Ten gallons wake one anker "—for more, 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


ages 
CHAPTER NUIT, 

Mr, Epwarps’ idea was undoubtedly a great one, and when it 
was unfolded to Mr. Harmon, that gentleman was quite willing to 
organise oa 

artnership 

»y which 
both would 
share in the 
glory and 
profit: to be 
realised. Nor 
was) George 
forgotten. 
He had been 
engaged asa 
fat man, and 
he was no 
longer a fat 
man, there- 
fore the old 
agreement 
had to be 
tornup. An 
agreement 
on a new 
basis was 
drawn up 
and duly 
signed, and 
in course of 
® month all 
was ready to spring the novelty upon an admiring world. The new 
venture was not to be done inthe usual caravan way, Mr. Edwards 
was more astute than that, Neat circulars were printed. 
“REMARKABLE ANATOMICAL WONDER. 

“ Messrs. Harmon and Edwards respectfully invite medical men and 
Others interested to examine Mr, Horatio Sylvester, the india-rubber- 
skinned man, whose remarkable development has puzzled all the physi- 
cians in the civilised work,” 


The bait took at once, and day after day Mr. Horatio Sylvester's 
levée was crowded, People flocked round him and took held of 
a flap of akin, which had once been well tilled with solid tlesh, ana 
pulled it from his shoulders or from his chest, and allowed it to 
recoil back with a slap on his bones, as if he was a puppy. 

People were awestruck, and, having wondered themselves, sent 
others to be awestruck and to wonder, One medical man wrote to 


The elastic-skinned man, 


way that he was 
an ass, and that 
what he didn't 
know would fill 
n book. They 
also gave their 
explanation of 
the matter, and 
as each explana- 
tion was diame- 
trically opposed 
to the others, 
each of theeight 
attacked the 
others, and for 
weeks the medi- 
cal press had 
to crowd out 
everything but 
the  advertise- 
ments to make 
room for the 
controversy, 

And all the 
time the money 
rolled in. The 
elastic - skinned 
man was a 
fashion, Not 
to have seen 
him—not to have had a haul at his slack was to be unfashionable, 
‘and, therefore, everyone crowded to his levée. The rival music- 
halls offered him a princely salary to grace their stave, but it was 
declined—in the interests of science, said the papers, but really 
because there was more money to be made ont of it the other way. 

Messrs, Harmon and Edwards wore fur-collared-and-cuffed coats, 
smoked superb cigars, and looked round to buy a theatre with 
their cash, as is the manner of their kind. 

George Smith, a/ias Sandy Hse phoratis, alias Mr. Horatio Byl- 
vester, throveand prospered with them, As his bank account grew 
bigger, the effect of his love disappointment had less intluence 
upon him, and ere long he smiled to himself as he thought of his 
infatuation for Mary Somers’ rustic charms. As the fashionable 

et of the day, he had seen other beauties, and he now knew that 
he need not despair of finding a mate, Lovely women came again 
and again to admire him, and he could have had his choice of the 
loveliest of them 
for the asking. 
But George Smith 
resisted all temp- 
tation. Carefully he 
lodged his money 
in the simple se- 
curity of the Three 
per Cents, and 
when his popu- 
larity as a novelty 
began to wane, and 
as the theatre-buy- 
ing idea grew 
stronger and 
stronger in the 
minds of Messrs. 
Harmon and Ed- 
wards, he made his 
preparations — for 
dropping the name 
of Horatio Sylves- 
ter, and with it the 
notoriety inciden- 
talto agreat public 
character, and of 
once more becom- 
ing the plain and 
unostentatious 
George Smith. 

The time came 
at last. He bought 
a neat little pro- 
perty inthe vicinity | 
of his native village, has become a County Councillor, and has 
married a nice little wife, whose taste in the matter of bonnets 
has nearly driven the faithless Mary Somers mad. 


THE END, 


Y if Ris tha polite 


Getting on in the world, 


The old love and tne new, 


G4 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, February 25, 1893, 
This Co 


THE “F.O.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY UNSATISFACTORY. 


iT FOR GILES. 


PLEASAN 
Our Village Lunatic (suddenly appearing), Ob! let me 
shave you; 1 


No, 296.—Mn. TEMPLAR SAXE, F.O.S, 

“Templar Saxe, having led a commonplace sort uf existence, 

we must confess ourselves to be this week a little hard up 1 

for matter from which to concoct our usual biography. But the . 

task has to be undertaken. Under the circumstances, shoukl G 

any fiction ercep in to relieve the monotony of the facta, we 

must claim our readers’ indulgence. Bornin a very out-of-the- 

way village on the borders of the New Forest, Templar received 

hie first lessons in singing from the wild birds which abounded 

in the forest. By his imitation of the beautiful skylark and the 

guileless house sparrow, our hero, at a very early we clearly 

demonstrated that he was an individual far removed from the 

common, and so he bas since proved himself. Migrating to A STORMY TOILET; OR THE RIVAL’S “* REVINGE.” 

London at the ave of fifteen, he epeedily made himself famous : 

by doing nothing particular, except to toss for drinks about 

every ten minutes, Getting tired of this style of existence, 

Templar endeavoured to get chummy with Adelina Patti, 

| failed, and accepted a drink, together with a few hints on sing- 
t 
< 
4 


4 
i Hi 


Vt) 


Visiting Parson, Now, my boy, tell me, what is woul 7 

Urehin. Dunno, 

Visiting Parson. Dear me ; what ignorance! What are your trousers made from ? 
Urchin, A pair of dad's old ‘uns, 


ing from her coachman instead, For the next few years he made 

himself conspicuous at penny readings—got himself into hot 
} water at last, though, by attempting to elope with a Bishop's 
daughter. Although the recipient of many kicks as a result our 
hero cared littls, self-advertisement was all he sought, which, 
| owing to the nature of the case, he, of course, got, together with 
heaps of engagements, and he has never since looked backward, 
Ohietly because ve is an excellent singer, our hero was created 
F.0.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him March 
18th, 1890,"—Debrett Improved, 


ES 
= 


l 
Mr. Carstid. My dear sir, I've called to ask whether you can 
X favour me with your daughter's hand. 
{ ° Old Binks, Ah, to be sure, certainly. I ex @ young 
an fellow from—er—the makers, You'll find it waiting in a parcel 
‘ on the hall table, One o’ the springs gone wrong, I fancy. 


(1) “Och! there he is, the ae son av a shavin'-brush!" observed Tim cut the lug aff your illegant headpiece? Niver moind, Flannagan. Begobs! Oil 
Flannagan, as he peered in at the Tal yoooeey, hairdresser's window, “ The sjalpeen soon have the other aff too, and make it even,— (5) Yes, Tim, me bhoy, ‘tis a new 
wud have the audacity to rival me for the affictions av the widdy Casey. Oi heart thing in hairwash, an invintion av me own— Paraffine Bristle Sprouter.’ No extra 
hes taken to the dhrink since Oi cut him out, Begor! Of ll shtep in and make him charge for this!——(6) And now, me jewel, we'll jist singe the inds a bit—to , 
trim me up for the weddin’ !"——(2) “ Hair cut, Mr. Flannagan? Yes, sor. Koindly strengthen the shealp, ye understand, Och! the divil's in it! Your hair's not ina 
take a sate, if ve plaze," said Barney O'Lather, with an engaging smile.—(3) good state at all, at all! It's too droy, begor!"——(7) But the “singeing" was the 
“Yea, bedal! Oi always toie me patients up hand and fut before I operate on thim! last straw, The victim burst his bonds, and a brisk settling up of scores occurred 
Ho, ho, ho! Whirroo! You'll excuse me for shakin’ me brogues for a few shteps, until the local fire brigade arrived and “ shampooed " the combatants with a fire hose, 
Flannagan?" he added, a few moments later, “but, faix! when Oi see yoursilf Barney O'Lather is now doing » month “ hari,” and Mr. Tim Flannagan patronises 
sittin’ trussed up and helpless there, bedad ! Oj can't hilp it!——-(4) What ? Did Oi another establishment when he wishes to be trimmed up, 


FOOTBALL RESULTS. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED, EASLY EXPLAINED. 


A cha 
seat for Sho 
Parent of br 
traducer to a 


: f “You sit there like a noodle, and permit this insolence, I tell 
you, that hussy has had the audacity to give notice to leave.” 
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“Ain't fresh? It were fresh enongh when I rang the bell. 


oe = — The Rughy “ Hornets” e, The Dingley Dell “ Scorpions.” It ‘ud make a Hash Wednesday codfish turn bad, the time you 
The Sisters Turney as the Angels of Sweetness of Light, ReSULT: Four killed and six wounded. No. 50,—Effie. keeps me at this ‘ere door.” 
a re 
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